Louts hahours lop. 

But that it bcare tlusiriall, audlaftloue; 

'f ben at the expiration of the ycarc. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by tbefe defer t«. 
And by this Virgin Palme, now kiffing thine, 

I will be thine : and fill that inttant Ihut 
My Mvofull fclfc vp in amouming houfe, 

Raaniog the teares of lamentation. 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou doc denie , let our hands part. 

Neither ihtitlcdin the others heart. , . 

Ifthis, or more then this I would deaie. 

To flatter vp ihefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodainc hand of death clofc vp mine eye. 

Hence cues then, my heattisin thy brcll. 

Ber. And what to me my Louc ? and what to me ? 
Rofe. You mail be purged too, your fins are rack’d. 
Yrtii !ir<! Arrainc with faults and periurie: 


Therercre if you my fanour meane to get, 

A twelue m oneth fhall you fpend, and neuer reft, 
Butfeekethe weatiebedsof peopleficke. 

Du. Butwhat tome my lone? but whatto mef 

K(Ht. A wife? a beard, fairehcalch, andhoneftie, 

With three- fold loue, I wilh you all theft three. 

i>». Olhalllfay.Ithankeyougemlcwifcjf 
Kau Notfo myLord,atweluemonethandad3y, 

lie marke no words that fmoothfac’d wooers fay. 
Come when the King doth to my Ladie come ; 
Thenif i haue much loue, He gmeypu forae. 

Dum. lie ferae thee tiueand faithfully till cheni 
Kath. Yetfweare not leaft ye beforfwotne, ageo. 


Lon. Whatfaies ? 

Atthetweluemonethscnd, 
lie change my blacke Gowne,for a fakhrul! friend. 
Loii. He ftay with patience ; but the time islong. 
Mnri. The liker you, few caller are fo yong. 
Ber. Studies my Lady i Miflreirc, looke on me? 
Bch old the window of my heart , mmc ey e : 

What humble fuitc attends thy anfwere there, 

Impofe feme feruice on me for nay loue 


rum 

Rof. Ofthaue Ihe jd©f youmyLord5«’e»'«(f, 
Before I faw you. and :hc worlds large tongue 
Proclaim es you for a man tepleate with mockes, 

Full ofci mpjrifons and wounding floutes : 

Which you on all eftates will execute, , 

Tliat lie within the mercy ofyour wit. 

To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfullbraine, 
And thcrewichall to win me, if you pleaft, 

Withoutthe whieb lam nottobewon: 

You Ihali thistwclmoncch termefrom day to day, 
Vitltethe fpeechlelTeflckc, and ftill conuerft 
With groaning wretches: and yourKaskelhall be. 

With all the fierce endcuour of your wit. 

To enforce the pained impotent to fmile. 

Ber. To rooue wilde laughter in the chroate of death f 
It cannot be, it is impoffible. 

Mirth cannot moue a Ibulc in agony. 

Rof. Why that’s the way to choake a gibing fpirif,' 
Whoft influence is begot of ebadooft grace. 

Which lhallow laughing hearers giue to fooles: 

A lefts prolperitie lies in the earc 

Of him that hcarcs it, neuer in the tongue 

Ofhim that makes it : then, if fiej^y 

Deaft with the clamors of their owne dearc grones,. 

Will hearc your idle feernes j continue then, 

Andl wUlhaucyou, and that fault withall. 

But if they will not, throw away%hatlpirit. 

And I Ihall finde you emptie of that fault, 

Bight ioyfull ofyour reformation. 

Ber. A twcluemoneth c Well : befall what will befall, 
Jleicft a twcluemoncch in an Horpitail. 

I fweet my Lord, and fo I take my leauc. 

Ktng, No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 
f'^^’ Our.wooing doth.uot end like anoldPlayi 
Jack, hath no. Gtll , a.*.ladk, ^ 

Mightw^ hauetnadoour Ipon a Comwlie, 

•And ‘ 

^*'‘^^’?teoiongfor aplay. ^ 
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